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Abstract
A SINGLE, dead cornstalk, bent and frozen in the February wind, was the only thing that
broke the shroud of snow covering the field. A solitary tree, naked and black against the clouds
moving low and fast over the Iowa farmland, held the cold silhouette of a crow. The lone bird,
breaking into flight, shook loose the last leaves remaining from fall...
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liI don't know what happens when people die; 
Can't seem to grasp it, as hard as I try. 
It's like a song I can hear 
Playing right in my ear, 
But I can't sing. I can't help listening . . ." 
A SINGLE, dead cornstalk, bent and frozen in the 
February wind, was the only thing that broke the shroud of 
snow covering the field. A solitary tree, naked and black 
against the clouds moving low and fast over the Iowa 
farmland, held the cold silhouette of a crow. The lone bird, 
breaking into flight, shook loose the last leaves remaining 
from fall. Tired and brittle, they fell with the wind to the 
field, scraping and bouncing past the cornstalk, under a 
barbed-wire fence, and over the blackened drifts onto .the 
highway. They were crushed by a passing car. 
As the automobile drove down the highway into the 
dormant town, the wind followed, rising and falling through 
the buildings, the trees, and the snow. Cars lay paralyzed 
in the drifts and wind, and nobody walked the unshoveled 
sidewalks. The students of the university were on semester 
break, and the dormitories were silent and still behind the 
unmarred snow on the lawn. Snowplows worked the streets, 
their bevelled mouths spitting the night's snow into the 
wind. Their shovels were muffled by the packed white, and 
only the wind found sound, rising in crescendo through the 
skeleton trees where crows huddled in silent perch. Pigeons 
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